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anybody more fascinating, more animated, more
self-possessed and altogether enviable. It was a
real blow to them when Lady Clementina, seizing
the first opportunity, fixed her daughter Agatha
with an eye like an awl and said she was sure they
would all like to go upstairs now to Agatha's
sitting-room.

They went, of course, meekly, trooping out;
and with their going Sylvia knew that she lost her
only supporters. She had been quite well aware
that she could play on their susceptibilities as upon
the susceptibilities of young men. Now they were
gone, and she confronted this stockade of un-
responsive bosoms. She had managed difficult
situations in her time; she had coaxed the King
back into a good temper when he was in a bad one;
she had steered coincident and resentful lovers into
havens of mutual civility; situations such as these
were well within her province; but a phalanx of
women was a different matter. There was no
hostility like that of women to a woman. But she
had still got hold of Clemmie's hand. Clemmie was
trying to wriggle it away. All Lady Roehampton's
mischievousness rose up in the determination to
retain it. So long as she held her hand, Clemmie
couldn't pour out tea; and, according to Lady
Roehampton's view of Clemmie, Clemmie's func-
tion was to sit behind a teapot and pour it out; so,
under the guise of sisterly affection, she would
frustrate Clemmie. She continued to hold her
hand and to pat it, meanwhile pouring forth a
volume of amiable absurdities. Fancy, Lady Por-